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Author's Notes: 
This is completely self indulgent and | have a feeling no one else will really enjoy this, but I'm posting it anyway 
cause | dig how it turned out. | have a thing for visualising Steve masturbating, | believe.. 


If you against all odds dig it, don't forget to review :) 


Steve huffed as he fell back on the king sized hotel room bed, letting go of the last of his duffle bags to dump 
it haphazardly by the bedside. There wasn't anything fragile in it anyway. He proceeded to kick off his trainers 

with moderate struggle and finally settled back, rubbing at his eyelids slowly. Pursing his lips he tried to relax 

himself, post show adrenaline rushing through his veins. He'd need a shower, he was still drenched in sweat, 


but wanted some downtime before he had to get up again. 


And that wasn't his only issue; the bassist wriggling a bit as his half hard cock gave a twitch to make its 
presence known. Steve wasn't like, for example Bruce, who'd managed to retain the horniness of a teenage boy 
even now when almost past the sixty mark, but at times his body would have its demands. Especially after a 
good show, even at his age, he might find himself with a persistently throbbing dick that just wouldn't give 


without some subduing. 


Not really thinking about it - or trying not to anyway - the bassist splayed his arms and legs and shut his 
eyes, feeling his still quickened heartbeat hammer in his chest, and listening to the pulse ringing in his ears. 
Then, his right hand began to move. Slowly, it inched closer to his body until Steve's fingertips grazed his lower 
belly; the sensitive flesh exposed where the hem of his tee shirt had ridden up. Tentatively, he traced his own 
navel; trailing his hand downwards until he felt the hardness of his own cock struggling against its confines 


through the thick fabric of his cargo pants. 


A muffled gasp left Steve's nose when he let his fingertips follow the full length of his shaft all the way down, 
pressing the heel of his palm firmly against the root until his hips arched upwards to meet the stimulation 
Then, ever so slowly, the bassist began to rub lazy circles from side to side. It was sweet torture, making the 


corner of the man’s lips twitch in response, and his brow furrowed just a tad. 


Closing his hand around the shaft to engulf it as best as he could through the additional layers of clothing, 
Steve gave it a good squeeze and kept the grip intact as he pressed down harder onto the base. It made the 


member pulse all the more persistently, continuously swelling and aiming to reach its full size. 


The bassist took a deep breath, but it came out shaky when he brushed the pad of his thumb over the head, 
the seam of the shorts applying extra friction to the tender spot. Trembling with beginning anticipation and the 
growing intensity of his arousal, Steve let both hands come up as he began to blindly fumble his belt buckle 
open; eyes still shut. After some mild stumbling, his clumsy hands worked the belt open and went on to the 
zipper, pulling it down and popping the button open until Steve could wriggle the garment down He left it tangled 
around his knees, exposing the suspicious bulge tenting his thin black briefs. 


Out of habit, the man hooked his thumbs under the hem of his underwear and pulled upwards until his thick 
aching member sprung free; slapping against his lower belly with a wet noise before rising and standing half at 
attention. The bassist raised his ass up off the bed and slid the briefs down until they were no longer a 


nuisance before his right hand lazily trailed back towards his now bared crotch. 


Callused fingertips brushed past curly, wiry pubes until they brushed the swollen length. Sliding one fingertip up 
the vein straining along the underside, Steve moaned deep in his chest and gently pulled back the foreskin 
There was a bead of fluid already forming at the very tip and the bassist scooped it up with his thumb to 


smear it over the area, his thighs quaking with each swirl. 


Meanwhile, Steve's left hand inched up the length of his thigh, fingers dipping into the tender inner area to 
tease the skin and the hairs at the back of the man's neck rose. Tingles of need surged down the bassist's 
spine, each one stabbing his groin like an electrical current and when he finally cupped his hefty balls, pushing 


them gently up against his body, he shuddered. 


Then, the bassist rolled over onto his side, dazed eyes sliding open as he reached for the duffle bag by the 
bedside. Unzipping it halfway, he reached one hand inside the small inner pouch on the right side to extract a 
convenient tube of lube - all the while subtly rocking his hips against the mattress for stimulation 


Not that he necessarily used it a lot, but he did bring it along for this purpose primarily. A wank would get a 
hundred times better if he had a litle lubrication coming in handy, and dropping onto his back again, Steve 
hurriedly popped the cap open to squeeze an adequate amount of the cool liquid into his right palm. Then, he 
once more closed his eyes and laid his head back against the pillows; strangling a mewl when his hand returned 
to smear lube slowly all the way from the tip down to the base of his length - hips instinctively bucking 


upwards. 


Lazily, the bassist closed his long callused fingers tighter around the shaft. He kept his grip firm but not too 
harsh, not yet. Then, he dragged the ring painfully slowly upwards, passing inch after inch; his eyelids halfway 
open now but drooping - eyes unseeing through the haze of arousal. Pausing to gently rub the fat tip, Steve 
let his left hand return to his balls; palming both orbs again and giving them a couple of gentle, rhythmical 
squeezes. It made the bassist's toes curl, and he wrinkled his nose just a tad, purposely restraining himself. He 


took a deep unsteady breath, and then dropped his fist down, 


Steve's hips snapped upwards, and the bassist wasted no time to begin to set more of a steady pace; his 
swollen member aching for more. The slick wetness made the strokes all the more pleasurable, the man's back 
arching in a bow and he pulled his legs up to bend at the knee. His free hand was still busy toying with his 
sack, the squeezes tighter and faster to match the pace of the strokes that were becoming exceedingly more 
hurried. The slapping sound was beginning to echo throughout the room, mingling with that of the bassist's now 
ragged breaths. 


Steve's chest was heaving, his upper lip curling and he bared his gritted teeth the closer he got to his orgasm. 
He could feel the beginnings of it tingling through his loins, into the pit of his belly and dipping down into his 
tightening balls. Beads of sweat trickled down his temples and forehead to dampen his bangs; his long dark 


lashes fanning over his cheekbones as he scowled, cheeks flushed with arousal. 


His hand worked faster, beginning to twist mildly to the side to expose the head more and pull back the 
foreskin on the upstoke so his thumb would graze the most sensitive area dead on. Each time, the man's 
thighs quaked; each time his breath stuttered and hitched. Reaching behind his sack to grind two fingers 


against the secret erogenous area concealed there, the bassist felt his own body begin to tense up. 


He was close now, so close he could almost taste it. Thrusting up against his own hand milking his cock, Steve 
rubbed himself harder; the grip on his member tightening until it was nearly painful. His elbow joints ached, his 
wrist strained - but it was drowned out by the first simmering buzzes of orgasm making his cock almost 
jump and swell that final bit. 


One stroke. Two. Three. 


Steve came, pushing his head back into the downy pillows and his lower body shot up off the bed; not 
bothering with the effort to catch his own cum and instead it spurted up into the air, landing over the man's 
belly and tee in white ropes to stain his shirt and stick to his body hair. Some even clung to the ends of his 


long mane of chestnut curls. Yet, as his legs shook uncontrollably, the bassist forced his numbing arm to 


continue jerking the hardness throughout his climax; his breathing throaty and high pitched while he whined 


when the last remnants of juices were emptied from his balls. 


Finally sinking back down onto the mattress, the man was a post orgasmic mess. His arms and legs twitched 
with aftershocks, his chest heaving as he gasped for air. His dark eyes had rolled all the way back into his 
head, face flustered and mouth hanging wide open; pink lips quivering. He laid like that for minutes, possibly 
dozing off for a moment as he commonly would, before eventually opening his blurry still watery eyes to 


stare up at the bright white ceiling. 


He wiped his face with the back of his arm and huffed loudly, coloured dots floating around the corners of his 
line of sight. Then, he kicked his shorts and underwear completely off and aside on the bed before finally 
getting up on wobbly legs. Stripping out of his tee and socks on the way, Steve headed off for a much needed 


long cool shower. 


